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His Final 10k
After his final race, we five runners
stood in a circle, arms wrapped around
one another's shoulders- five men
shaped by eight years of running together.
Cory's maroon and white jersey
dripped down, as wet as the tears he held back
when he choked out, "I love you guys,"
in a voice that struggled more in that moment
than Cory five minutes ago
when he unleashed the final kick
of his final 10k, and moved on
from competitive running.
Tight in that circle, I watched a tear
leak down his face, one that
escaped his masculine impulse to hold it back
by any means necessary. As that tear rolled
down his cheek, I remembered we five
running in the rain, hopping rusty guard rails,
just a few hot summers ago
in what we would later call
"The three bridges in a rainstorm run."
The trees were a little more orange that day
as rain pooled in their cupping leaves
and then dumped them down
to the hard pavement below.
That day we talked about aspirations,
dreams, and our lives yet to come. Who
to have kids? Who would be the one living in
a trailer park, their dog tied to a pole,
running in a circle so many times the grass
faded away and left a perfect circle of dust?
The five crossed three wooden bridges that day-
felt them knock under our feet,
as the rain poured down and we knew
we could outlast anything that God
would throw at us. But, today Cory crossed
a fourth bridge. His running career
has come to the end. No longer will he feel
the intensity before the starter's gun. He won't
throw elbows, or talk shit, or
feel the glory in seeing the finish line
and fire in his stomach, burn down
the last quarter mile. His running career
has all too suddenly come to a close.
Soon, Cory will wear a wedding
band on his finger and his children
will call me Uncle Brian as they ask me
to play tag in the living room. Soon,
he will take on other names-
names like "honey" and "dad."
"Who the fuck is Cory?" they'll say,
those snot nosed brats that took him away.
We all have chain link fence scars,
dog bitten calves, and big toes
that press inward from five thousand miles
of running down roads like the one
we ran down that day. But, no matter how far apart,
or how many little Corys we have, nothing
will change the way that those five,
each supporting one another,
ran into a cross country brotherhood
together.
- Brian Dunn
•Mediocrity
White circular tablet-like the societal illusion of purity covering up the vicious cycles. I don't like
this neat compact shape, so I think I'll grind it up and snort it. Like cocaine. False pretenses. I'm up
to five of these in one swallow now-water helps them travel, helps them dissolve into my system. My
system is not the social system, so they say. Mediocrity is all the same to me-I don't want to be the
same. Yeah so I'll grind them up and snort them-I won't take them the normal way. Virgin white-
isn't everyone a virgin? Circular just like a wedding band-yes, my marriage to normalcy except
there's no hole for my finger-no hole through which to breathe. I guess if I have to be
understood I don't have to do it the normal way. All my pills are just the same.
- Catherine Nading
- Amanda Hase
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The Silly Little Girl
The door leading into the antique-white parlor swung open on its hinges and Annabelle, in her finest
dressing gown, floated through the room. She plopped down on an empty, high-backed chair, launch-
ing a tiny army of airborne dust mites from the red, velvet seat cushion into the stale air. She watched,
in amazement, as the dust cloud danced dangerously close to the untarnished tablecloth. A giggle
slipped from her half-moon mouth as the tiny creatures landed gently upon the white handkerchief
draped across the lap of Harry Ketchum, the town's ballroom dance instructor. Even though it was
empty, Annabelle dropped two lumps of sugar into the blue and cream teacup and she laughed again.
The clanking sound of the rigid sugar cubes meeting the fine china reminder her of the time little
Davey Griggley bit into a crisp apple and his front tooth stuck into it, briefly, before plummeting into
his emptied soup bowl. Her face turned a faint shade of rouge and then returned eggshell white. The
young, timid maidservant rushed to fill Annabelle's teacup from the bronze teakettle she held in her
frail, soft hands. She filled the lonely cup with steaming Earl Gray, mindful not to waste a drop to the
beloved tablecloth. Annabelle took up the soupspoon and submerged it into the teacup, leading the tea
in a counterclockwise stir. Careful not to let the soupspoon hit the teacup, Annabelle withdrew the
spoon from the hot tea and watched a tiny spot of caramel colored foam chase the swirling brew.
Steam hung desperately to the shiny, misused soupspoon. Annabelle let the spoon fall from her fingers
onto the saucer and the ballroom dance instructor glanced her way. He thought the silly little girl had
broken the saucer. Annabelle paid no mind to the spoon and lifted the teacup to her full-bodied lips,
and took in a small, delightful sip. Her eyes closed and a devilish grin stretched to the folds of her rosy
cheeks. "Two lumps have always been just enough," she announced to the guests of her mother's din-
ner party. Setting the teacup down next to the saucer and soupspoon, Annabelle rose from her seat and
patted Harry Ketchum upon his head. She chuckled as the curly, rub-red mass became bedsprings
under the weight of her smallish hand. Taking the curtsey of a princess, Annabelle sashayed delightful-
ly through the parlor, skipping across in the breeze that had moments earlier blown her into the room.
- Amanda Rase
He was my fifth grade math partner. I hated hirn: he hated It k. .' me. war ed out well. Everyday when we
went 111toclass, we sat down beside each other and glared H 11· .. . e usua y tned to Ignore me and talk to
the boy who sat behmd me. I pretended that I didn't notice btl did "r, u 1..10 be honest I don't even
remember why we hated each other. Maybe it was because he was a b d I '.oy, an was a girl-c-that seemed
like enough back then.
I remember that he had lots and lots of freckles So many that when w c d t k. , e were lorce a war
together, I would spend all of my time playing connect-the-dots with the freckles on his arm. He didn't
know I was doing it, of course+-I did it all in my head. I think that if he had ever realized what I was
doing, he probably would have hit me.
He did that a lot-hit people, I mean. He was a bully. All of the kids were afraid of him, and
that meant that he didn't have many friends. It's hard to have friends if people try to avoid you. But I
wasn't afraid of him. He didn't scare me. I was just mad at Mrs. Stricker for assigning us to work
together. I think she did it on purpose, actually. She knew that most of the boys in the class were too
afraid to even talk to Dennis-that was his name. And most of the girls were too concerned with writ-
ing notes to their friends to even think of sitting beside him. So that left Dennis and me.
We had been partners for about a month when my mom got sick. This wasn't the kind of sick
that you can just go to the doctor and get medicine for. This was a bad sick. Cancer was what they
called it. I didn't know what that meant, but I knew that it meant that my mom couldn't do things with
me anymore-like take me to the park, or watch me at my soccer games. She spent most of her time in
bed, or sitting on the couch. Everyday when I came home from school, she was waiting for me, but
most of the time she was asleep. So, I would just climb up beside her and lay my head on her lap and
put my hand on top of her hand. My mom had beautiful hands. Even when she was really sick, she
painted her nails a pretty pink color-like cotton candy. I always hoped that I would grow up and have
hands like mom. Angel hands, I called them.
Mom wasn't getting any better, and it was getting close to my birthday. I told her that I wanted
to stay home with her, but she made me go to school anyway. She even told me that I should be nice to
Dennis. She said that it was impossible to hate someone you didn't really even know, but she had never
met him. She didn't know how mean he was. She didn't see him at school picking on the younger kids
everyday, and she didn't have to try and sit through class and be ignored.
A week before my birthday, Mom had to go stay at the hospital. She had lots of machines
around her. I was scared to go visit her there-it was so quiet. It was like being in the library, only
without all the books. We were working on fractions in math class, and I brought my paper in to show
her. I had gotten the highest grade in the class. I even got a sticker. I told her that Dennis got an F on
his, so not only was he mean, he was dumb. She said that wasn't a very nice thing to say, and that
some people just don't understand things right away. She told me I should try to help him. Me help
Dennis? He would probably just stare at me, or even worse, make fun of me and tell all the kids I was
a teacher's pet. There was no way I could help him. I left my paper for my morn, and she hung it up
on the wall. That was the last time I visited her before she died.
We had a funeral for my mom. Everyone that I knew was there: grandma and grandpa, all my
aunts and uncles, even some of my teachers and the kids from school. There were flowers everywhere.
I wish my mom could have seen them. She loved flowers. Dad took me up to say goodbye to Morn.
She was lying down, and she looked like she was sleeping. I kept waiting for her to open her eyes and
smile at me. She never did. I didn't want my mom to be dead-I needed her. Who was going to wait
for me after school, and who was going to braid my hair for my soccer games? I started to cry. Why
did my mommy have to die? What was I going to do without her? My dad started to take me back to
our seat, but I cried out to him to wait. I took my mom's hand in mine for the last time, and memo-
rized what it looked like. Pink nail polish. Smooth skin, pale from all the months she had to spend
inside. But it was still the most beautiful hand I had ever seen. An angel's hand.
I didn't go back to school for awhile after that. My dad and I stayed horne together. We looked
at some of Mom's things and thought about her a lot. We cried a lot too. I never wanted to go back. I
just wanted to sit in my room with my stuffed animals. Eventually, though, Dad said I needed to go
back to school. He said that I would get behind if I didn't. I cried a lot and told him I couldn't do it-
not without Mom. He said I had to. Morn would want me to.
He let me wear her nail polish on the first day back. That way, every time that I looked down, a part of
her was with me. I felt special with cotton candy nails like my morn had. Everyone was really nice to
me at school, and all of my teachers spent time with me. Then, at the end of the day, it was time for
math class-and that meant I had to
work with Dennis. I almost cried thinking about it. He would probably make fun of me because I did-
n't have a mom anymore. I wanted to go home. I sat in my desk and looked
at my book. I pretended I didn't even know he was there, even though I felt him looking at me. Why
was he looking at me? He never paid attention to me. Then he started talking. For a minute I didn't
even look up-s-then I realized he was talking to me. He said, "Hi," and asked how I was doing. I just
stared at him. Then he looked at me, and without so much
as a snicker or a mean glare, he told me that he liked my nail polish. That it made my hands look pret-
ty. That was the first day that I ever smiled at Dennis.
- Jenny Duguid
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Growing Pains
After I unzipped my pants to go to the bathroom, I removed my penis from behind the zipper,
and it broke off in my hand.
I was not worried because I'd heard that young men's penises sometimes come off during ado-
lescence as their organs grow larger. The only thing was that I didn't know what I should do with it.
I certainly didn't want to throw it haphazardly in the garbage can. I considered flushing it down
the toilet, but I was afraid that it would clog up the drain, and then what would I do? Not having any
other ideas, I wrapped my penis in toilet paper and stuffed it in the pocket of my blue jeans.
Later, as I hung around with my friends after school, I put my hand in my pocket and felt my
penis. Forgetting what it was, I pulled it out. It was still wrapped in toilet paper, but now the end was
poking out.
"What's that?" my friend Steven asked.
"Nothing," I said, embarrassed.
I tried to hide my penis behind my back, but Steven kept poking his head around to see. I tried to hide
it inside my jean-jacket, but Steven wouldn't give in until he knew what I was hiding. Once he found
out, he thought it was hilarious.
"It's a dick!" he shouted through his laughter. My other friends, who hadn't seemed so curious before,
all snickered at me.
"It's nothing," I said. "Don't worry about it."
I rewrapped my penis in toilet paper and threw it in one of the lidded garbage cans outside of my
school where I didn't think anyone would see it.
I put my arms around my friends as we walked home. Friends might tease you, but they'd always be
there for you when you were going through difficult times.
- Teege Braun
Beer Run
Sara sat as straight up as she could, trying to give the illusion that her stomach was flat. About
a foot of couch space separated her from Brian. It didn't matter to her that he was her roommate's
boyfriend. He was a boy and that was enough to make her uncomfortable and paranoid about her
looks. Uncrossing and crossing her legs, she smoothed her shoulder-length black hair behind her ears
and pushed her glasses back up her nose. Sara was thinking about how not-cute Brian was when Lori
came in from the kitchen.
"Brian, we don't have any beer, do you want something else?" Lori asked.
"I thought you said you were gonna get some. It's cool, I guess." Brian rubbed his eyes as if he
were slightly annoyed. Sara wondered if he really loved Lori.
"Sara, will you make a beer run for us?"
"Yeah, but someone has to come with me."
"I'll go with you. What kind do you want Lori?" Brian reached for his boots, pulling on first the
left and then the right. Sara grabbed her coat and searched the pockets for her keys. Plopping herself
down on the now vacant couch, Lori looked lazily at her boyfriend.
"I don't care. Coronas, I guess, but don't forget the lime."
Sara moved past Brian and headed for the door. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror
over the fireplace and frowned. Her lips were pale, her skin tone uneven, and her eyes sad. Quickly
she looked away and glanced back at Brian. He was kind of a mess too. His jeans sagged everywhere,
drawing attention to his gangly frame. The blond hair that hung in his eyes looked greasy and in need
of washing. Sara was pretty sure that the polo he was wearing was the same one he had worn yesterday
and the day before. Brian leaned down to kiss Lori goodbye and Sara let out a breathy "oh god."
"We will be back in ten minutes. I don't think you need a farewell kiss." Annoyed, Sara pushed
the screen door open and walked into the night air, leaving Brian in the living room. As she unlocked
her car door, Brian came running out of the house. They both slid into the car and latched their seat
belts. Brian was grinning at her, obviously unaware of how irritated Sara was with him. He reached
for her black case that held her CDs.
"Can I put in a CD?"
"Depends. Are you going to put in a good one?"
"Well, they're all yours, so if it isn't good isn't that your fault?" Sara pulled her eyes from the
road just long enough to see if he was seriously being an ass or just kidding. Brian was looking right
back at her with playful eyes.
"Fuck off," she said smiling to let him know she didn't mean it. Even though he occasionally
pissed her off, Sara liked Brian. Actually, the more she thought about it; it was really Lori who pissed
her off. She and Lori had never been extremely close. They were roommates because it was conven-
ient. As Sara thought about the past couple of weeks, it occurred to her that she had been spending a
lot of time with Lori, mostly only when Brian was around. Sara watched Brian as he put a disc in the
player. She was pretty sure that she did not have a crush on him. He was just the most interesting per-
son she had met in a long time. He liked to rant about corporate America and materialism. Sara loved
materialism; she lived for Coach purses, Sephora catalogs, and the spring fashion line. But that's what
made Brian so great- he was her opposite, they both knew it, and yet, they were still friends.
Sara wished that she could call him at anytime and ask him to hang out without having to con-
sult Lori. But Sara knew she had to recognize her role. Lori was the girlfriend; Sara was only the girl-
friend's friend. She wondered if that's what Brian thought. Smiling in appreciation of his good mood,
Sara watched him shake his butt in his seat and then sing a few random lines of the song. As if notic-
ing that he finally had her attention, Brian pounded his fists on the dashboard and then said excitedly,
"Oh listen, it's your song." He pushed the track button until he reached number seven. At first,
Sara did not recognize the tune, but it sounded faintly familiar. Brian grabbed her windshield scrapper
and used it as a microphone, screaming as loud as he could,
"Sarrraaaa, Sara, no time is a good time for good-bye!"
As sarcastically as she could without laughing, Sara yelled,
"Wow- you're really good. You should go on Star Search."
"I would, but Ed McMahon doesn't do that show anymore."
"Oh, too bad." Brian punched her in the arm and muttered, "Shut up." Sara pulled into the
liquor store parking lot and shut off the car. Unbuckling her seatbelt, she asked,
r
"Okay, what do you want?"
"Get Coronas, I guess. And a lime."
Sara went in grabbed the beer, a lime, and a bottle of vodka for herself. After paying, she hur-
ried out to the car and loaded the goods into the backseat. Brian was sifting through the junk in her
glove compartment.
"Hello? Ever heard of invasion of privacy?"
"A glove box is not private. First of all, if it's contents were so important you would lock the
box. Secondly, the box is on my side of the car, therefore I maintain the right to know what's in it."
"Fine, but don't think for a second that any of that crap is yours. Your side of the car or not, I
will never let you have my Purple Rain cassette."
The rest of the car ride back to the house Sara and Brian argued over the Prince tape. Sara
drove just under the speed limit, trying to stretch out her alone time with Brian. When they finally
stopped in front of the house, Brian walked quickly to the front door, yelling at Sara to hurry up. Lori
was still on the couch watching TV Brian lifted up her legs, sat down and then placed them over his
lap. Instantly he began to rub Lori's calves, giving her an excuse to tell a ten-minute, very detailed
story about the run she took that morning. Bored by the inane babble of her roommate, and a little
jealous of the leg rub, Sara pushed herself off of the loveseat and headed for her room.
"Great story Lori. You should tell more of those." As soon as she had said the words, she
regretted it. Sara thought Lori would be angered by the comment; she was too caught up in her tale to
realize that Sara was making fun of her. Brian, however, seemed amused and gave Sara a wink as she
walked out of the room.
That night Sara fell asleep thinking about Brian, trying to decide if he was worth having a crush
on. Resolving that she couldn't allow herself anymore hopeless heartache, she let herself drift into her
dreams. She dreamt of a world in which size fourteen was sexy. A world in which a crush instantly
became a reality. A world in which there were no Brians and, more importantly, no Loris.
The next morning Sara awoke smiling and feeling reassured that she would not be lonely forev-
er. Getting up from her bed, she tied her hair in a sloppy ponytail and went into the kitchen to get some
juice. Lori was once again sitting on the couch. There were a few empty Corona bottles on the floor
by her feet. She kicked one over as she pulled
her legs up to her chin and wrapped her arms around them tightly. Lori was one of those girls who
thought it necessary to share every intimate detail of her relationship with her friends. And Sara could
tell by the look on Lori's face that she wanted to share whatever had happened last night. After pouring
herself some juice, Sara took her obligatory seat next to Lori on the couch and waited. Almost imme-
diately Lori started in,
"So I feel really bad because, well, promise not to tell- Brian has a hard time controlling him-
self And I mean, he doesn't even get the condom on before, well, it's over."
Sara did not know what to say. She knew that she was supposed to say something supportive,
but what- "Oh, sorry, better luck next time?" Besides, all Sara really cared about was that they were
having sex. The last time she and Lori had had one of these talks it was about boobs. And now,
already Brian and Lori were seriously below the waist.
Realizing that her roommate had little to offer in condolences, Lori moved on to other aspects
of her previous night's activities. She was rambling on and on and Sara wasn't paying much attention
until she said,
"Do you want to know what he said about you?"
Sara tried to act casual. She did not want to let on that she cared about what Brian had to say.
Besides, Lori could not have anything too steamy to tell her. She was his girlfriend. He wasn't going
to pour his heart out to Lori about his true romantic feelings for Sara.
"I guess, as long as it's not mean."
"He said that your personali ty blew every other girl's out of the water. Except mine of course. "
"Oh, that was nice of him," Sara said. Lori continued talking until she tired herself out and then
decided she needed a shower. Lori had just started the water when Brian emerged from her bedroom
wearing a Star Wars t-shirt, heart boxer shorts and a black sock on his left foot. His right foot was
naked. He threw himself onto the couch next to Sara and smiled,
"Good morning."
"Yeah, you too." She didn't know what else to say so she blurted out, "I heard what you said
about my personality."
"Oh yeah, what about it?"
"Why would you say that? Personality compliments are the biggest insult. I would rather have
you call me fat."
"I didn't mean it like that. Besides what would you have me do, tell Lori that I think you're
beautiful?"
"Do you?" Sara tugged on the hem of her t-shirt, thumbing at a white splotch on the green
cloth.
"I don't know. But even if I did I couldn't say that to Lori." Brian looked as if he felt caught in
a rodent trap. Sara could tell just by looking at him that "beautiful" was not on his list of "adjectives
that describe Sara." Angered that she had let herself be hurt by someone that she had already decided
not to like, Sara glared silently out the window. Brian tried to punch her playfully in the arm, but she
did not respond. Then he pulled on the leg of her pajama pants, but she would not look at him. Fed up
with Sara's silent treatment, Brian started tickling her as fiercely as one could tickle. Sara squirmed,
then thrashed, and finally began to laugh. Satisfied, Brian stopped his assault and helped Sara to sit up.
She was tightening her ponytail when Brian unexpectedly leaned in and kissed her on the mouth. At
first she did not respond, so he tried to separate her lips with his tongue. Sara placed her hands on his
shoulders and forced him off of her. She jumped up from the couch and angrily spat at him,
"Get over yourself."
Sara walked out of the room. As she rounded the corner heading for her bedroom, Lori carne
out of the bathroom. Sara tried to brush past her, but Lori caught her arm,
"So what do I owe you for the beer?"
- Megan Eley
In the Palace of Kubla Khan
The stately pleasure dome of his highness Kubla Khan dwarves the tiny chalice from which you
drink. It really does look awfully puny next to glassy pillars of ice, golden goblets of crimson wine,
Abyssinian maids and the music of the lyre, boundless caverns and who knows what treasures lie deep
within, what could possibly reflect the light, almost blinding despite its distance, what sounds you hear
curling through the chambers, hardly echoes by the time they reach your ears. And it is not that your
chalice offends you in the midst of all this, but can you really be held responsible if you forget it, sit-
ting on the small table by the front door? Can a chalice quench your thirst when misery never felt so
good as temptation? And can you blame Kubla for merely leaving the door ajar. He never so much as
invited you in; he has his chamber maidens after all. You have no way of predicting his reaction to
your presence. Ah, but Kubla may be inviting, and why would you have any reason to believe he
wouldn't, placing a fatherly arm around you as you are decorated in the finest robes and lead deeper
into the mirrored chambers? How far have you gone when, in a moment of panic, you search your
pockets for the chalice that has disappeared? What is the sudden dry-throated gasp that brings on such
a realization? Kubla offers you his own chalice. Do you dare tease your mind with rumors that once
you drink from the chalice of Kubla Khan there is no longer any hope from escaping his palace, which
soon becomes a dungeon? Do you dare entertain stories that the light of the caverns, so gleaming and
elegant, emerges spider like from chambers in which you see your own weary, traveling person
chained to the rack, the echoes your own screams?
- Teege Braun
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A Pit Stop on the Road of Life
I grab my bag by its reigns and pull it to a yielding halt. "Slow down," I say. "Let me see your ammu-
nition." As I dump my life out on the table of examination, I question the contents. What role in this
game of survival has each played? What significance does each possess? The objects' responses come
rushing over me like running waves upon a shore. The seashell whispers of memories, childhood, and
laughter past while the eraser, long since worn away, recounts lost mistakes and lessons learned.
Throughout their vivid conversations, the puzzle piece sits silently on the table's edge. First glance
might cause one to believe her strong and silent, yet she holds quite an important role within the bag.
She is a misplaced but clearly significant cornerstone piece that fits within a grand puzzle created by a
Being much superior than the clumsy hand which vainly tries to fit the game together; even the pair of
glasses with its dirt-covered lenses cannot see the artwork this piece is to ultimately create. Perhaps it
is not for them to see.
Next, I stumble upon the dice. Ah, old, consistent, and reliable Mr. Dice. Shiny and ancient,
yet brand-new. He prides himself as full of opportunities, risks, and changes. One must not overlook
the caution he warns; dice-users must beware of the consequences that may prevail upon usage.
However, dice are necessary. They are important elements in the game of life. In my life, Mr. Dice is
treasured yet usually forgotten and underused; consequently, he remains sealed, tightly bound like a pea
hidden beneath a mattress only for the knowing to find and the rest to overlook.
The only other items visible to the eye that remain scattered on this table are the paintbrush and
pipe cleaner. The brush's story quickly drowns out the latter and recounts his grand purpose in the life
of mine. He proclaims, "I am your loud hand. I am your voice in a deaf world. I am your tool to cre-
ation, expression, and strength and your key to the door of reason and existence in a forever blind
world. I am .... " Crunch. Twist. Bend. The mute, crumbled pipe cleaner twists and turns, strangled
by the weight of problems and ideas not yet understood. Just as suddenly as she is noticed she is over-
looked.
And so my bag of life, having poured forth its contents and purposes, is complete. Or is it?
Once again the frequently overlooked and perhaps most valuable item has been forgotten and covered
by the rest: space or lack thereof. Is this bag half empty or half full? My life still has time left even
though time's voice cannot be heard through the dense paper of this bag. Or maybe this unidentifiable
item called "space" is actually a breath of fresh air, a pathway to joy and freedom. Perhaps this "space"
is none of the above; maybe it is simply an opportunity for change. Maybe a little extra room has been
reserved to make necessary or desired alterations.
Within my bag more remains to be discovered and shared. Only few people have examined the true
contents of it; even I do not know nor fully understand what my bag contains. Therein lies the great
mystery of life. This mystery is a treasure only few recognize and even less strive to solve. Hopefully
one day this mystery will share its story just as my other miscellany have done. As I glance up from
my thoughts, my bag's ammunition has already secured its position within the paper's dark grasp. As to
be expected, my bag suddenly dashes off into the unknown while I hold on tight for the ride of my life.
- Christine Weisenbach
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